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bright red robe, amiling.
"You ....on, I aee,"
eaid Arthur aleepily.
"Yes," the wizard said,
"I just came to
thank you."
He bowed and faded away like a
ghost.
Arthur rolled over and went back to
sleep.
Arthur enjoyed his money for several
weeks.
Then, out on another trip, he saw a
cave with a "keep out" sign on it.
He went
in,
thinking
he'd
help
some
troll
or
something and get another reward,
and ended
up getting caught by the sidhe.
"Don't worry,"
one of the faeries
assured him as it led him to the mine he was
supposed to work in, "you'll only be here for
three hundred years."
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HOMECOMING
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"Go home," the wind aighed through the trees,
~Ge home,•
the stream cried,
running fleet,
·c~, home," wailed the grass under his feet,
"Winter brings yet another freeze-Cold is the castle that you've left;
The woman in her robes of blue,
Who pledged eternal love to you,
Is dwelling
there, and bereft."
He turned and galloped down the path;
Clouds bunched on the edge of the dales,
Or was it smoke in darlking veils
That rose before the great storm's wrath?
He reaches his door in the rain;
Dampness glistens on fallen leaves,
As the bereaved knight kneels and grieves;
His beloved household has been slain.
And as he kneels, bowing his head,
"You're too latel"
the icy winds scream,
"Alas!"
murmurs the lonely stream;
Mute grass wraps the bones of the dead.
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TIGER
by
S. Dorman

In the Kingdom of One Million Elephants,
where the tigers are holy, there is a tribe of
people called Kha )(ho. They live in the purple
mountain& where the Mekong. River spills.
There
are the oldest and brownest of the Southeast
Asian tribes.
This is becai,;~. when the great
pumpkin of tribes was cut open with a hot knife
the Kha Kho, like seeds, were the first to tumble
out and their skin was seared by the heat of the
knife.
It is in this land that the swift gray rains
of Hyam Fon, the rainy season, beat down on the
little Deng and his mother as they travel over
the mountain.
In the rain Deng hears a gibbon singing,
Looking up he sees the gibbon, a black ape with
white hands, hanging from a palm branch.
Suddenly, the gibbon drops a big nut that bounces
sharply off the boy's toe.
"Ow!"
Dropping his mother's hand, Deng grabs up
the nut and chases after the gibbon.
It swings
high into the treetops, so he runs along the
ground under the trees.
"Come back, Deng!
Come back!" cries hi&
mother in great distress.
However, Deng feels he must fling the nut
back at the silly gibbon.
He runs fast, but is
soon left behind by the tail-less black gibbon.
So he drops the nut and turns back, calling
through the storm to his mother.
But the rain of
Nyam Fon, which washes the green jungle, drowns
all Deng's shouts.
Wandering in wide circles
he calls, "Mother!
Mother!"
Only the thunder answers.
After many hours he finds shelter under a
hut that is perched on stills.
Deng is soaked;
he sneezes but he is so tired that he soon cries
himself to sleep,
The light is pale when the morning comes to
the Kingdom of One Million Elephants.
The sun is
still out of sight, cooling in the mountains.
A
mist hes in the valleys below.
Deng is still sleeping. The mo sado, a name
that means medicine man, comes out on the porch
of his grass
hut with a bowlful of rice liquor in
his hands.
It took many hours to distill the
rice liquor and this is his last bowlful· of it.
Beneath the hut, a spider scurries across
Deng's nose, waking him.
Last night's
rain drips
from the •Id•• of the hut, b•adin9 the many webs
that are spread underneath
it.
Deng begins to
study the spiders who sit quietly in the middle
of each web waiting for flies.
Unknown to him, mo sado stands on the porch
of the grass hut gazing out across the misty valleys.
With the last bowl of rice liquor in his
hands, he starts down the rickety
steps to the
ground.
At this moment, Deng, who is following a
centipede,
pops his head between the top and second steps.
"Yiiii!" Mo sado stumbles over the boy.
He
lands on his seat in the mud. His morning drink
has spilled into last night's puddles.
He turns
and sees Deng.
"Monkey!
The phi pop will tor•ent your body
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